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CCLXXIIL

LONDON, BRITISH MUSEUM,

July 21/1864.

DEAR friend, you have guessed where I
was. I have been here since the last time
that we met. I spend my time, from eight
o'clock in the evening to midnight, in din-
ing out, and the morning in seeing books and
statues, or in writing my great article on the
son of Peter the Great, which I have a great
wish to entitle, " The Danger of Being
Stupid. *' For the moral of my work is, that
one must be witty. I think that you will
find here and there, in a score of pages, some
interesting things, notably how Peter the
Great was deceived by his wife. I have
translated with a great deal of trouble and
care the love-letters of his wife to her lover,
who was impaled in the bargain. They are
really better than one could expect of the
time and country where she wrote. But
love achieves marvels. The misfortune is
that she did riot know orthography, which
makes it difficult for grammarians like me
to guess what she means.oaches to Socrates. The man who proves
